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'The only hitch,9 resumed Markham, 'is that Phelps,who
had the job of checking up on the Captain, reported to me
that he was home that night from eight o'clock on. Of
course, there may be a loophole somewhere, and I was going
to suggest that you have one of your men go into the matter
thoroughly and see just what the situation is. Phelps got his
information from one of the hall-boys; and I think it might
be well to get hold of the boy again and apply a little pres-
sure. If it was found that Leacock was not at home at
twelve-thirty that night, we might have the lead you've
been looking for.'

Til attend to it myself,' said Heath. Til go round there
to-night, and if this boy knows anything, he'll spill it before
Pm through with him.'

We had talked but a few minutes longer when a uni-
formed attendant bo\ved deferentially at the District Attor-
ney's elbow and announced that Mr. Pfyfe was calling.

Markham requested that his visitor be shown into the
lounge-room, and then added to Heath:

'You'd better remain, and hear what he has to say.'

Leander Pfyfe was an immaculate and exquisite person-
age. He approached us with a mincing gait of self-appro-
bation. His legs, which were very long and thin, with knees
which seemed to bend slightly inward, supported a short
bulging torso; and his chest curved outward in a generous
arc, like that of a pouter-pigeon. His face was rotund, and
his jowls hung in two loops over a collar too tight for com-
fort. His blond sparse hair was brushed back sleekly; and
the ends of his narrow, silken moustache were waxed into
needle-points. He was dressed in light-grey summer flannels,
and wore a pale turquoise-green silk shirt, a vivid foulard
tie, and grey suede Oxfords. A strong odour of oriental per-
fume was given off by the carefully arranged batiste hand-
kerchief in his breast pocket.

He greeted Markham with viscid urbanity, and acknow-
ledged his introduction to us with a patronising bow. After